*   Ma Saw's Elevation    *

cart, too, was gay, carved in flying lines, a carpet within
under the thatched roof. Ma Saw, who had made an
elaborate toilette, climbed in with her father and mo-
ther; her favourite aunt also accompanied them. The
driver called to the bulls and made play to poke them
with his stick. They left in a jingle of bells, trotting
down the rough and dusty road.

As they approached the royal camp, the sun set over
the plain. It was that enchanting moment of the day
when, as at dawn, the scents of the earth are released.
The stubble fields yielded their particular odour, as did
the ponds and rushy places, and these seemed to mingle
with the colours, making them richer and almost pal-
pable. Through this countryside they drove on, ex-
changing remarks with those standing by the roadside,
as, from them, 'How much did you pay for your
cigars?' or, from the loiterers, 'Where are you taking
that pretty girl?'

On arrival at the camp they were told to wait. It was
now almost cold, and as they sat beside the cart, they
wrapped shawls round their shoulders. After a time
Yazathingyan sent for them. Darkness had fallen as
they approached to kneel on the verandah of his mat
house. He called them into a room and there in a tired
voice said to the headman: "The King has directed me
to tell you that you should attend at the palace on a day
to be fixed, when he will present you in audience with a
silver-mounted sword. He has also desired me', he con-
tinued, turning to the farmer, 'to give you this in earn-
est of future favours,' and he handed him a small bag of
gold. Dismissing the men, he then addressed himself to
the women.
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